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fumbling at his feet for a rope. There did not
seem to be much of the Lizzie. She was but a
little raft to drift out on those tides which move
among the stars.r " Now's 7our chance," said
her crew, and I took it, on all fours. The last
remnant of London was then pushed from, us with
a pole. We were launched on night, which had
begun its ebb towards morning.

The punt sidled away obliquely for midstream.
I stood at one end of it. The figure of Charon
could be seen at the other, of long acquaintance
with this passage, using his sweep with the
indifference of habitude. Perhaps it" was not
Charon. Yet there was some obstruction to the
belief that we were bound for no more than the
steamer Aldebaran, anchored in Bugsby's Reach.
From the low deck of the barge it was surprising
that the River, whose name was Night, was
content with the height to which it had risen.
Perhaps it was taking its time. It might soon
receive an influx from space, rise then in a silent,
upheaval, and those low shadows that were
London, even now half-foundered, would at once
go. This darkness was aa irresponsible power.
It was the same flood which hacj sunk Knossos and